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**0f making many books there is no end," is one of 
the sayings of the wise man. I will give my reason for 
making one. 

One Lord's-day morning, previons to going into the 
pulpit, a poor labouring man (whose praise is in the 
church) called to see me, and in conversing upon the 
influence of Divine Grace, with a smiling countenance 
he said, that the last time he paid one shilling for his 
seat in the chapel, he had to deprive himself of flesh- 
meat for all the week, as he had to labour for seven 
shillings and sixpence per week, and a wife and five 
small children to maintain out of the scanty pittance. 
On hearing this, my bowels were moved within me, 
and my peace of mind departed for a season, I could 
not bear to think that a poor man was depriving him- 
self of necessary food for my sapport — myi^come 
being derived from the seat rents. After sorrowful 
days and restless nights, I mentioned the circum- 
stance from the pulpit, when reading Homans the 2nd 
chapter and the latter part of the 22nd verse : "Thou 
that abhorest idols, dost thou commit sacrilege? " I 
said not wilfully, remarking that no poor man must 
deprive himself of food for my sake, if he did not wish 
to break my heart. 



. 




This was the cause of my writing ''Lines to Rich 
Professors of vital godliness ;" having written them, 
I wished them a circulation for the sake of the ''poor 
of the flock," but was not sure that any Publisher 
would insert them in his publication. They were too 
few for a book, and as I had some half-dozen pieces 
by me, written a few years ago, I determined they 
should keep company with the address, in the form of 
a small volume. 

m 

The "Landlord" and the "Drunkard," were writ- 
, ten for the teetotalers previous to my call to the min- 
istry. The first may not apply to the respectable inn- 
keeper, or the second to the gentleman drunkard. 
Should they cause such characters (who /hay read 
them) to forsake such destructive vices, I shall feel 
amply rewarded. 

The story of the "Wasp and the Spider" was 
written twenty years ago. Mr Gadsby related the- 
circumstance one Monday evening at the prayer meet- 
ing; his remarks on temptation were very solemn, 
and I wrote the piece for a Sunday school recital. 

Li my " Address to the Cuckoo," my eye was not 
single, but glanced at a great number of Adam's 
fallen posterity, who are as " sounding brass and a 
tinkling cymbal." 

The verses on The Standing Still of the Sun, were 



PREFACE. 



VU 



written from a solemn view I was fayoured witb, of 
the glorious work of redemption, as set forth in Isaiah, 
chapter 28, and the 21st verse : " He shall be wroth 
as in the valley of Gibeon, that he may do his work, 
his strange work, and bring to pass his act, his strange 
act." I know my mind is inadequate to set forth the 
" strange act " of the standing still of the Son of God, 
for the redemption of his people ; ' as a sheep before 
her shearers, is dumb/ so stood the Lamb of Grod, 
and I am persuaded that the standing still of the uni- 
verse, would fall short of a comparison* 



As I am not pleased with myself, I can scarcely 
expect to please others. Some of my friends will bear 
with me, for I am not ashamed of the leading prin- 
ciples set forth in the few Unes which I have written. 
I do hope the Lord will bless the address to rich Pro- 
fessors for the sake of " the poor of this world, rich 
in faith, and heirs of the kingdom of Heaven." The 
rich will have a miserable futurity if they fare no 
better than the despiser and neglecter of Lazarus. 



JOHN NEALE. 



Slsworth, Cambridgeshire^ 
Sept 20th, 1852. 
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%n i^tofB to Hiijr l^wUmm 

OF VITAL GODLINESS. 



" Go to now, ye rich men^ weep and howl for your miseries that 
shall come upon von."— /ajcxs v. 1. 

" Charge them that are rich in this world that they be not high* 
minded, nw tmst in unoertain riches, bat in the living God 
who givethos richly all things to enjoy. That. they do good, 
that they be rich in good works, ready to distribute, willing to 
eommunicate."— 1 Tocotht vi. 17, 18. 



Sat, what is the blood of Christ worthP— Mat. x. 37, 38. 
Professor, I'm speaking to you. 
Say, only a meek Sunday face,— Ezek. xxxiii. 31. 
And a pound for renting a pew.— 1 John iii. 16. 

Thou lovest election to hold.— Horn. i. 18. 
Has Jesus elected thy heart P — 9 Cor. xiii. 5. 
Has free grace elected thy gold — Acts iy. 33, 34, 35. 
And caused thee and mammon to part ? — John xv. 19. 

Canst thou see thy brother in need, — Beut. xv. 7—11. 
His back and his belly in want, — James ii. 16. 
Omit,, the poor toil-worn to feed, — ^Isa. Iviii. 7. * 
Nor give the warm wool that is scant P — 3 Chron. 

B xxviii. 15. 
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Wilt thou see a man without meat — ^Matt. xv. 32. 
For the Gospel's harmonious sound ? 
And Mammon God take to thy seat, — Ezek. xxxiii. 31. 
Nor help from thy pocket be found. — ^Acts xi. 29. 

Look well at thy bright shining hoard. — 2 Kings xx. 13. 
Look well at the rich man in hell. — ^Luke xvi. 23. 
What hast thou eternally stored?— 1 Tim. vi. 19. 
What love in thy bosom doth dwell ? — 1 John iii. 17. 

A people predestin'd there are, — Ephes. ii. 10. 
To good works* and zeal in them too ; — ^Titus ii. 14. 
And faith in a Saviour won't jnar — Acts xvi. 15. 
The works, which a Christian should do. — Titus iii. 14 

Has the naked been clothed by thee ? 

The famishing poor had thy bread? — ^Matt xxv. 35, 36. 

Hast thou been in prison to see 

How captives in fetters were fed ? 

Can'st thou vie with Dorcas in deed ? — Acts ix. 39. 
Or to Onesiphorus belong ? — ^1 Tim. i. 16. 
Four parties received the seed : — ^Matt. xiii. 3, &c. 
Which party art thou found among ? 

To Melchisedec Abraih gave — Gen. xiv. 18—20. 
A "tenth" for his bread and his wine ; 
Chriilt, richer, provided to save.— Luke xxii. 19, 20. 
Is the faith of good Abram thine ?— James ii. 21, 22. 
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The wordsof God's Son must be true : — Matt. xxiv. 35. 
Who does not, builds loose upon sand; — ^Matt. vii. 26. 
When God puts thy works in review,— 'Rev. xx. 12. 
Art thou at his right or left hand? — Matt. xxv. 33. 

The Father's own planting will bear — ^Matt. xv. 13. 
Love rooted to Jesus the Vine ; — John xv. 5. 
Examine, rich man, with great care, — 2 Cor. xiii. 5. 
Is " the root of all evil " thine ?— 1 Tim. vi. 10. 

Account thoil must give to thy Judge, — ^Matt. xii. 36. 
As steward of thousands of pounds ; — Luke xii. 48. 
Now " balance " while living, nor grudge, — 2 Cor. 
So long as thy plenty abounds. — Luke xii. 16. [ix. 7. 

Art thou not a Balaam in love ? — 2 Peter ii. 15. 
An Achan, or Judas, or Cain ? — John xii. 6. 
Take heed, for the wise One above — Luke xii. 15. 
Has eyed both thy heart and thy gain. — Psa. xi. 4. 

Gold, honour and wealth may be thine. 

And God not have made them thy meat ; 

A^ld-blasted heart must be thine. 

If strangers thy substance shall eat. — ^Eccles. vi. 2. 

Weep and howl, ye rich men, says James, — Jas. v. 1. 
Eor miseries are coming to you ; 
Gold " canker'd " shall eat as with flames— Jas. v. 3. 
The flesh you are now sowing to. 
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No " mortgage deeds," " rentals," or ** shares/' 
Or moth-eaten garments can hide 
The ntsty dad witness that dares-^ames y. 3. 
Appear, when in judgment you're tried. 

Ye haye heaped np treasures for years ;^ James y. 3. 

llie last days haye brought them to Hght, 

And now (as to Judas) appears 

A quaking, a soul-damning sight. — Matt, xxyii. 3. 

The rich in this world haye a charge, — 1 Tim. yi. 17^ 
>| And woe to the adder's deaf ear; — Psa. lyiii. 4, 5. 
" Be rich in good works," and enlarge— 1 Tim. yi. 18. 
Your store, for a time that is near. — 1 Tim. yi. 19. 

Take pattern by Macedon saints ;^— 2 Cor. yiiL 1 . 
They walk by the rule of free grace ; 
Their loye to a brother ne'er faints,— 3 Cor. yiii. 3. 
Though deep paths of trouble they trace. 

Beseeching good Paul to receiye. — 3 Cor. yiii. 4. 
(Their will o'er their power abounds)— 2 Cor. yiii. 3. 
True riches for them that belieye ; 
Joy offerings in shillings and pounds. 

The ark moyes six paces, and then 
An offering in oxen appears.- 2 Sam. yi. 13. 
Rich man, art thou moyed as these men, 
In six weeks, six months^ or six years ? 
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True love to the ark we express^ 

la offerings of bread and wine 

To tV poor, with a good piece of flesh.-^2 Sam. vi, 19 

Let David's love-offering be thine. 

Look thou upon good Nehemiah, — Neh. i. 4. 
Art thou a companion with him ?— Neh. xiii. 14. 
His garments are free from grasp mire, — ^Neh. y. 10. 
No Sabbath-gain bbt on his skin.— -Neh. xiii. 15. 

How mammonites sharpen their eyes — Job xvi. 9. 
To grasp at the all of poor Jews ; — ^Neh. y. 1—6. 
God shakes them as filth ^m the skies, — Neh. yL 13. 
And damns them without an excuse.— -Luke xxy. 30. 

Is thine heart a storehouse or tent— Josh. vii. 2L 
For Babelish silver and gold ? 
If so, a death-stone will be sent,— Josh. vii. 25. 
To prove thee an Achan befooled.— Fs. xlix. 10. 

Spew up the vile Aohanio puke;— Hab. ii. 16. 
Much better spew here than in hell: — Job xx. 16, 16 
Eeceive both advice and rebuke. 
Which Daniel to Shazsar did telL— Dan. iv. 27. 

God sees a sore evil on earth,— Eodes. y. 13. 
A man keeps his riches— how yam : 
Sore travail is his after birth, — Job xx. 27, 28. 
Like Eve, he has gotten a Cain.— Ps xcvii. 7. 
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A gluttonous grave is gold leech,— Prov, xxx. 15. 
Not filled with abundance of gains ; — ^Eccles. iy. 9. 
But strains the whole world for to reach — Ecdes. y. 10. 
And bursts with its meal in Jiell flames. — Job xx. 23. 

The Lord has a mark for his own, — John xiii. 35. 
And Satan a signal for self : — ^Acts y. 23. 
Be sure that thy master is known, — Matt, vi 24. 
In matters of person and pelf. — 2 Tim. iii. 2. 

Art thou a vile churl— deaf and dumb 
To Davids in wilderness straights P — 1 Sam. xxv. 11. 
A rich man, withholding a crumb — Luke xvi. 19. 
From the Lazars laid at thy gates ? 

Hast thou loaded thyself with thick clay?— Hab.iL6. 
If so, thou art deep in the mire : 
Thy riches will soon fly away,— Prov. xxiii. 5. 
And thy soul be lost in hell fire. 

If increasing leave thee with nought. 

Decreasing may do thee some good : — ^Prov. xi. 24. 

Scatter wide to the poor heaven-taught. 

And reap what is sown on the flood. — ^Eccles. xi. 1. 

Just try a few thousands my friend : — ^Luke vi. 38. 
'Tis Ood that would have thee believe — ^Matt.xxiv.35. 
A truth that will wear to the end, — Mai. iii. 10. 
"More blessed to give than receive.** — Acts xx. 35. 
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The Bible a falsehood might be, 

Or thou, a poor ** bird-in-hand fool," — 1 Sam. xxv. 11 . 

To traffic for cent, two or three. 

When centum per cent, is Grod's rule.— Matt.xix.29. 

How hell-bred the thought in the breast, 
That never with Moses made lot ; — ^Heb. xi. 25. 
To think that set high is the nest, — ^Hab. ii. 9. 
Built up by old love-self " I got." — Luke xii. 19. 

While thy life-glass holdeth the sand — Heb. iii. 13. 
Help the poor afflicted to live ; — ^Matt. xix. 21. 
For one has said all must be damn'd— Matt. xxv. 46. 
That have not the saint-mark, " I give." — Luke xix. 8. 

Thou nearest the sacred fire, — ^Acts ii. 3. 
When saints in sweet fellowship mix ; — Acts i^. 42. 
Job granted the poor their desire : — Job xxxi. 16. 
Like Paul, bring thy bundle of sticks. — Acts xxviii.3. 

Remember the Jericho case, — Luke x. 23. 
'Twas told thee by one from the skies ; 
Then face the Samaritan's face — Prov. xxvii. 19. 
With, " and I will do so likewise."— Prov. xxvii. 19. 
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1 John 1. 7'. 



** And the Goths were dismaved when they heheld a naked 
Arah applv his lips to the wound and snck the blood of a soldier 
whom he had slain.** 

Fide Oibban'9 DeOlm and FaU. 

Abe the fruits of the earth discarded by thee— 

The labonr of field and of flood P 
In all that surrounds thee can'st thou nothing see, 

To save thee from dying, but blood P 

With me 'tis the same — without blood I must die. 

My sins overwhelm as a flood ; 
And I must in torments eternally lie. 

Unless, for my drink, I have blood. 

All naked I flee to the Lamb that was slain. 

No shred of a garment I own; 
And cling to his wounds, as the leech to the vein. 

Nor wUl he me ever disown. 

The harlot shall teach me his feet for to press 

With the lips of a contrite heart ; 
And as I'm not found in the Pharisees* dress. 

He will not say " Cursed, depart !" 



4= 
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My prayer, as sweet incense, before him I'll set, 

(He owns the heart that is riyen,) 
And lie at his feet tiU the answer I get, 

" Thy many sins are forgiven." 

Again and again on his name will I call. 

Till the cup from him I receive, 
And drink of his blood which will cleanse me from al 

The sins which now cause me to grieve. 

I look upon him as a Lamb I have pierced : 

My first-bom was never so dear ; 
From death and its sting I shall ne'er be released 

If I eat not my passover here. 



Sweet maid of social voice. 
Unloose thy harp's sweet string. 

And let our hearts rejoice 
Thy hallowed lays to sing. 

Believe me when I tell, 

Thou hast an Heman's tongue ; 
Act thou thy part as well. 

And let thy lays be sung. 




Step on Arabia's strand, 
Where Miriam sang of old ; 

A theme so great and grand 
Will bear to be re-told. 

Visit where none might be, 

(A desolation vast) 
When the great One-in-Three 

Sonnded the law's loud blast. 

In Edom's palace dwell/ 

But ask ** what of the night ?" 
If none remain to tell. 

Sing thou Jehovah's might. 

Bx)w o'er a waveless sea, 
Unholy Sodom's tomb. 

Beneath thy boat may be 
Some tokens of its doom. 

Pass on by Babel's stream, 
The willow still grows there ; 

Though Babel's towers, I ween, 
Are visionless as air« 

Climb to a calm retreat, 
(Jesus was wont to go) 

Seek a memorial meet, 
An olive for thy brow. 



ORIGINAL POEMS. 19 

Leave Pilate's judgment hall, 

Yet not without a frown. 
Unless thy faith recall 

The pathway to a crown. 

The place of skulls will yield 

A solemn sacred strain, 
Hell leech'd, and sin anneal'd ; 

Man God's rich blood did drain ! 

Lift up thy drooping head, 
(Heaven opens wide the cloud) 

See Christ to glory led. 
Now sing his praise aloud. 
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Written in temporal diffloultieB: the prayer was granted 
agreeable to the promise. 

Etebnal Being, whose all-seeing eye 
Beholds the burdens under which I lie. 
Walled in with troubles, as a stone-hewn fence, 
I fain would fly, but cannot get from hence. 
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And now, great Qod, I bow my knee in prayer 
To thee, who mak'st the warbling bird thy bare; 
Whose promise is so suitable to me, 
" In trouble call, and I'll deliver thee/' 

I ask not wealth : I do not. Lord, indeed ; 
I only wish thee to supply my need : 
The cattle thine, the gold and sUver thine. 
An angel's cake, or widow's oH be mine. 
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Mankind are all sailing to heaven or hell. 
With angels or devils they shortly must dwell ; 
Yet madly they run their momentous career, 
Unheedful of bearings, though breakers are near. 
Of the two, which their port, they care not to know; 
The haven of bliss or the maelstrom of woe ; 
If their heads be to sin, they sail to be drowned, 
To the chart, and the compass, ye homeward bound. 

All parent despisers, bom Belials of sin, 
Though Eli begot them, the gulf takes them in ; 
And parjents neglecting the " trim " of their child, 
More brutely debased than the beast that is wild : 



All swearers, blasphemers, and makers of lies 
Bear fast to the lake where the worm never dies. 
So living, so dying, in hell will be found, 
No harbour has heaven for such homeward bound. 

The drunkard, whose eyes with strong drink are red ; 
The whore, the unclean, with their defiled bed. 
The coveteous man, with his idol of gold. 
And the short weighted knave whomgin has befooled ; 
The pilfering thief, with his deed^^sight, 
And the murdering man, who hateth the light. 
The jaws of destruction, wide open are found. 
And gape to receive them, as homeward bound. 

Fond lovers of pleasure who hoist your, ** not care," 
And spread every sail, to reach " vanity fair," 
Black clouds are above you with God's vengeance stor'd 
When fleshly delights, must be thrown overboard. 
Dry rotted your timbers, your fate's in advance, 
Stern death will arrest, in the midst of the dance, 
Then the voice of the Judge, will your senses astound 
When you sink from his presence, as homeward bound. 

All belly-god gluttons, witholding a cmmb. 
Deep purple arrayed, to sympathy dumb ; 
All mincing proud damsels, in jewels and lace, 
(Sure marks of the beast, and the absence of grace) 
The pride of apparel must soon tumble down, 
The God of the poor, holds a 8cab<for your crown. 
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Furl your sails for a tliouglit, you'll soon be aground, 
Eor tlie grave waits to have you, as homeward bound. 

All freighted with envy, debate, and deceit. 
Deep laden with scandal, which back-biters eat ; 
Unholy, unthankful, implacable, all 
Who show, but ne'er moan, the effects of the fall. 
With satan for pilot, you heave not the lead. 
Though the soundings would tell of a fiery bed. 
The billows of wrath have constructed a mound 
For the bottomless pit, of the homeward bound. 

All graceless made preachers, who pray loud and long 

With uplifted eyes, in the midst of a throng. 

Blind guides of the blind, see the ditch that is black. 

Your port will be hell, for damnation's your track. 

All Balaams and Judases, Esaus and Gains, 

And Demases wearing apostacies' stains ; 

Your false faith is shipwrecked, Christ Jesus disowned. 

And satan waits for you as his homeward bound. 

Thief-hearted oppressors, whose households the stone 
And the ill-gotten beam, which one day shall own 
That the labourer's hire, once kept back by fraud. 
Was itemed in wrath, in the book of the Lord. 
¥alse times, and false surveys, false reckonings, and all 
Oppressions, deceits, by which bad men forestall. 
Have stranded you whereon, your gold wiU be found 
No shield, when Qod slaughtered, are the homeward 

r bound. 
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All vestry fraud 'coctors, who " act," lie, and cheat, 
Not rating vile mammons when interests meet ; 
The rich man is screened, while the poor man is 

blamed. 
When rate-pence as oft 'lis, by " cannot " detained ; 
All tribute defrauders, who from Caesar hold 
By " trick " and by lie, his just portion of gold. 
Destruction well fitted, ye sail to be crown'd 
With vials of wrath, as the knaves homeward bound. 

Few vessels are sailing with God's fear within, 

Corinthian carreened, from their soul sinking sin ; 

Hade sober, just, honest, goodj chaste, without lies. 

Or publicans' sins, or hypocrisy's dyes ; 

With minds like their Master's meek lowly in heart. 

His glorious example before them for chart j 

Their " wake " may be followed, for certain's the 

. sound, 
Grace " trimmed" and sky guided are these home- 
ward bound. 

How richly they're freighted, with faith in thejhold. 
More precious through Jesus, than perishing gold. 
And virtue, and knowledge, with brotherly love. 
Have stowage (through grace) from the power tjiat's 
Then godliness, charity, patience form part ll 
Of the stores, that are laid in a grace chartered heart ; 
With Beulah before them, they frequently sound, 
For God oft tries the hearts of his homeward bound. 



24 OfilOINAL POEMS. 

So rich in their lading through pirates they veer, . 
And oft' cross the line in the coarse of a year ; 
When the south wind blows softly, they sail as from 
But soon the Euroclydon tempest they meet. [Crete 
Gold icebergs are felt, and the strong northern blast, 
Defies all their powers to straighten their mast. 
Though self-righteous gallies, hell-stranded are found, 
Eaith finds a sure haven, for her homeward bound. 

Though precious their cargo, not so with the hull, 
'Tis carnal, old, vile, and of leakages full ; 
In floods of temptation, the world rushes in. 
And foundered they would be, through indwelling sin. 
But the pumps are well mann'd, and often the prayer 
" I sink in deep waters," has brought weather fair. 
This voyage is their last, for the trumpet shall sound. 
When the bride of the Lamb shall be homeward bound 

Though crazy their timbers, their port is secure, 
And Enoch, of heaven was never more sure ; 
Distressed and dismasted, their Pilot has skill 
To steer a safe course, by "My Father I will." 
When riven assunder, by death's mighty shock, 
A hand up above, has provisioned a rock ; 
And singing, and feasting, the crew will be found. 
In mansions, prepared for the safe homeward bound. 

My lot, is to sail on an ocean of strife. 
Yet long to be laid in the harbour of life ; 



Mj hope, a 8ure anchor, is cast in the vail, 
The " Word'* is my compass, the Spirit my gale. 
Which wafts me from all, that would lead me to hell. 
And blows me to Jesus, who loves my soul well. 
Complete in the Saviour, I wish to be found. 
And at last enter heaven as homeward bound. 
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Better are two than one, 

Tor one has no reward ; 
The dead in sin, can never win. 

Though long they strive, and hard. 

One bom of flesh, is flesh. 
Two, prove an heav'nly birth : 

An inner man, an hidden man, 
Will reach new heav'ns and earth. 

A graceless heart, is not 

Possessed of Oodly fear. 
All go to hell, where two don't dwell. 

No Shulamite is here. 
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Faith without works is dead, 
Good works, and faith are two. 

Which spring from seed, hy God decreed. 
In every creature new. 

If I be one in Christ, 

And Ghrbt be one in me. 
My fruits ordain*d, my crop sustain'd. 

Barren I cannot be. 

Meek Moses valued two. 
His voice to God is thence. 

Except with me, thy presence be. 
Carry us not up hence. 

Alone one cannot walk 

To Zion's city fair, 
Jesus must be, all things to me 

Or I shall not get there. 

When at the mercy-seat, 

'Tis bad to be alone ; 
Prayer is enriched with incense mixed. 
Two go before the throne. 

Alone a Judas fell, 

Never again to rise, 
Peter's good friend, such help did lend. 

As raised bim to the skies. 
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When on deep waters tossed, 

Alone I would not be, 
A man in him, is sure to swim. 

Who holds both wind and sea. 

When by the way, my Lord 
Tells me for whom he stood. 

We two agree, in riches three. 
Love, righteousness, and blood. 

No warmth, no warmth alone. 
With Christ my heart's on fire. 

Companion meet, thy presence sweet. 
Grant me till I expire. 

When on a dying bed, 

If thou be with me then. 
My soul shall sing, and upward spring. 

To Thee, my Grod, Amen. 
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" And the san stood still.*'— Joshua x. 13. 

Thb sun stood still, astonishment I've none. 
'Tis lost upon the standing still of One ; 
If all creation her last movement knew. 
Lost to my sight or present to my view ; 
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If every planet married to our sphere, 

Stood still, nor governed night, day, month, or year, 

I'd wonder not, astonishment I've none, 

'Tis lost upon the standing still of One. 

Should tides refuse obedience to the moon. 
The wind ne'er blow in Zephyr, or Monsoon, 
Attraction still, its vast adhesive force. 
Decay arrested in its changing course, ♦ 
The bud ne'er bloom, the leaf be always green. 
Fruits still the same, nor Autumn's sear be seen, 
I'd wonder not, astonishment I've none, 
'Tis lost upon the standing still of One. 

Should air become so rarefied, that all 
The wings that beat it, motionless should fall ; 
Should every fin, the watery wave has got. 
Be changed to stillness, as the wife of Lot ; 
Should every beast, the foe or friend of man, 
Be staid in movement, as the Paschal Lamb, 
I'd wonder not, astonishment I've none. 
'Tis lost upon the standing still of One, 

Should every reptile's busy muscle stand 
Still, as the fibres in the withered hand ; 
Myriads on myriads without motion be. 
Nor raise new coral in the island sea ; 
And numbers stilled, which man can never spy 
Without the aid of microscopic eye ; 
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I'd wonder not, astonishment I've none, 
'Tis lost upon the standing still of One. 

Should all the gases at a Sabbath join, 
Renew no form, or ever sun-like shine, 
These cease to slay, those at the sculptor's will, 
And oxygen's destructive powers be still. 
Mystic electro, of its labour tire, 
Sleep in the cloud, nor run along the wire ; 
Fd wonder not, astonishment I've none, 
'Tis lost upon the standing still of One. 

Should all the motions of the human mind 
Be stilled at birth, nor on the page be lined, 
XJnstretch'd the canvas, die the chemist's art, 
Science resign, and into night depart ; 
Machinery's wheels, with rust and moss o'ergrown, 
Their mainsprings broken, and their steam o'erthrown; 
I'd wonder not, astonishment I've none, 
'Tis lost upon the standing still of One. 

Should angels cease before Jehovah's throne. 
In solemn lays his holiness to own. 
Elders be mute, crowns still, and still. Amen. 
Harps as at Babel, the book sealed again ; 
Spirits made perfect, lose the voice of song, 
Which only to the blood-washed choir belong ; 
I'd wonder not, astonishment Fve none, 
'Tis lost upon the standing still of One. 
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Should all the damned in hell forbear to howl. 
The worms to p^naw, or fiends torment the soul ; 
Judas to shriek, the parched for drink to sigh, 
The smoke of torment still in darkness lie. 
Quiescent all that mortals ever knew. 
Spirits behold, or God in motion threw ; 
Fd wonder not, astonishment I've none, 
'Tis lost upon the standing still of One. 

As sheep when shorn. One before Pilate stood. 
Still in his love, while traitors ask his blood ; 
Nor mocking Herod, with his warrior's frown, 
Can move the tongue that bade the wave go down. 
Again he stood, while men with knotted thong 
Ploughed his dear back, and made their furrows long: 
Omnipotence stand thus ! Oh, can it be ? 
My God, I'm all astonishment at Thee. 

The Light, the Truth, the meek and Holy One 
Stood — visage marred, beard plucked, and spit upon; 
The God Lamb stood, while Basham's hell-strong bulls 
Gored his dear limbs, and dyed the place of skulls : 
Stood still when stretched, when striped, stood 

STILL when nailed ; 
Slill, crowned with thorns; stood still when 

mocking hailed ; 
All standing still would be eclipsed by thee ; 
Tell me, my God, didst thou stand still for me ? 
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Terrible as an Army with Banners.— Sol. Song tI. 10. 

Is the conquest by love in Scripture denied P 
And " overcome evil by good " to be void P 
The Church of Jehovah in warfare appear, 
With arms more terrific than blood-letting spear. 

Must the war eagle nest, the peace dove depart P 
The lamb become wolf, and the light become dark P 
Must the kiss for the wrong, the food for our foe, 
Lose the warm beams of love, grow cold as the snow P 

Oh no ! for her weapons are better than hail 
From the mouth of the gun, to make the heart quail ; 
Or blows from the broad-sword of helmeied head. 
To make the knees tremble, or lay the foe dead. 

Her weapons of warfare are all from above. 
Displayed by her Captain in labours of love ; 
Forgiveness for injuries, when they're confessed. 
And righteousness, rooted love-deep in the breast. 

All glorious within she goes forth to the fight. 
In her raiment of gold and armour of light ; 
As wise as the serpent, in meekness a dove. 
Displaying her banners — ^truth, faith, hope, and love. 
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The earth has been cloven, and rivers must run 
From the Altar of Life, a cnicified Son ; 
Far greater than Solomon walks through the sea, 
And nations asunder united must be. 

The world is her mission, all nations her home, 
And Satan like lightning must fall from his throne ; 
The heathens are raginir, the kingdoms combine, 
The wise ones are plotting, the evil ones join. 

But dark skins are weeping, the Midianites fear 
The horns from the hand, with the bright shining 
No malice can stem them, no Saulite abide [spear ; 
The warm beams of love that flow out of his side. 

The bow in the cloud was a token for good, 
A new one is naked in covenant love ; 
And sin's blackest servants new creatures must be, 
Through grace, which a Barnabas loves for to see. 

In Zion*s fair city she first breaks the ground, 
And salvation seekers sin- stricken are found ; 
Great fight of afflictions the Hebrews endure, 
With joy lose their goods, while their souls are secure. 

At Athens, the sword of the Spirit has shewn 

To stoical error a godhead unknown ; 

A Tentmaker takes the Ephesians by storm. 

And Greece and her isles hail the Star of the Morn. 
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Vain are the legions of martyr-dyed Rome, 
In the palace of Nero she dares to presume ; [hong 
Her blood meets their torments ; her soldiers when 
Retain the hearts' conquest, though cut out the tongue. 

More welcome than Csesar, she visits our shore, 
When man-offering Druids are never seen more ; 
The Dagons of error fall fast to the ground. 
And Thor and old Wodeu receive their death- wound. 

Her weapons for man's weal are ever alike, 

'Tis good that we seek, should the Spartan one strike : 

If the enemy frown, he meets with a smile ; 

Be knavish, he hears from a lip without guile. 

In the hill of Hachilah forbearance was tried. 
Or Saul by the spear of Abishi had died ; 
The wicked was conquered, discord at an end, 
The wrath of a foe turned the prayer of a friend. 

The righteous are bold as the lion can be. 
Great freedom has he whom the truth has made free ; 
Proud Herod, the holy just Baptist must fear 
When the sin of adultery reaches his ear. 

How terribly armed is the man wiihout mail — 
Telix sits trembling — cheeks have turned pale : 
No kill-steel has Paul, but his reasonings tell 
Of right'ousness, temp'rance, judgment, and hell. 
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Had Cameron met such a foe on the wild, 
The heath with his heart's blood hadnever been soiled. 
Instead of the tigers, who murder by " bull," 
Priest-grafted from those at the place of a skull. 



Though she walks in the flesh she never makes war 
Like the "dragon" and ** beast," God's image to mar. 
The wheat meets the sickle, a Gideon won't* fear, 
Bat thrash out the grain he has ploughed with a spear. 

Like Stephen at death may the church ever stand, 
The beams from her eyes and the stones from her hand. 
Ye soldiers of Jesus, be this your new birth, 
As Christ is in heaven, so ve are on earth. 



Thirty-eight years Minister of the Particular Baptist Chapel, 

St George's Road, Manchester, who diedJanuary 27th, 

1S44, aged 71 years. 



Stretched on his bed, with pain acute oppress'd. 
While mortal throes upheave his labouring breast, 
(Though nature groans, free grace maintains its fires) 
And shouting "Victory!" Gadsby "bold" expires — 
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Gadsby, who once a simple rustic youth, 

A stranger to the power of Qod and truth. 

Living in folly, far from wisdom's rule ; 

Sin was his jest, and ignorance his school ; 

No wish for heaven, with scarce a fear of hell ; 

Void of all good (as oft I've heard him tell) : 

Such Gadsby was when called by matchless grace 

To see God's glory in his Saviour's face ; 

To /eel that blood which cleanses from all sin ; 

To feel that life which God implants within } 

Blood freed his soul from hell's terrific hold, 

Brought him a brand to Jesus' long-loved fold. 

God stopp'd not here, but soon ordained the man 

To preach salvation on the gospel plan ; 

For he who wrote on Sinai's barren steep 

Wrote on his heart Election's mysteries deep. 

The news spread round — "A * fool' is called to preach 

A gospel school-taught bishops never teach." 

The churchman scom'd — the blind free-wilier raved. 

When Gadsby cried, " None but the elect are saved ; 

Saved in Immanuel long before the flood. 

Or heaven's blue arches on their pillars stood ; 

Saved without works t without one jot of merit ; 

^mX fore-ordained Clod's kingdom to inherit." 

These truths he preach'd ; and preach'd that creature 

To please Jehovah fell in Eden's bower ; \^ power 

Man (sin by nature) must again be bom. 

Or be from endless bliss for ever torn. 

" These lead to sin," the merit-mongers cry ; 



But while they rail'd his actions gave the lie : 

Silk gowns had oft to preach to empty pews, 

While crowds from Gadsby hear the gospel news. 

The Lord was with him ; and through Albion's isle 

The quickened sinner met him with a smile ; 

Confessed by preaching he for sin was grieved ; 

For mercy cried, and on the Lord believed. 

In July's heat, or chill December's snow. 

Where God prepar'd he murmured not to go ; 

In cellar, barn, or humble cottage door. 

Glad tidings met the broken-hearted poor. 

Girded with truth he paced from town to town 

To speak of Christ, the Plant of great renown. 

And Lancashire will miss the gospel bell 

That chimed redemption from the power of hell ; 

For Blackburn oft has joined with him to sing 

The notes which from a free-grace gospel spring. 

" Immortal honours rest on Jesuits heady 

My God, my portion, and my living bread** 

Ye chosen few who met in B>osendale, 

And heard with joy the never-tiring tale, 

** In him Hive, upon him cast my care, 

He saves from death, destruction, and despair ;" 

And Bury's saints who wade through flood and fire. 

With cheerful hearts have joined the sacred choir — 

" He is my Refuge in each deep distress ; 

The Lord my strength and glorious righteousness.** 

Ye tried, truth-loving band at Upper Mill, 

That lately join'd the tongue that now lies still. 
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*' Through floods and flames he leads me safely on, 

And daily makes his sovereign goodness known.** 

And Warrington has saints who claim'd a part 

With him to bring the incense of the heart — 

** Mg everg need he richlg will supplg ; 

Nor will his mercg ever let me die** 

And Liverpool's adopted sons could taste 

The pomegranate which these two lines embrace ;— 

" In him there dwells a treasure all divine ; 

And matchless grace has made that treasure mine** 

And Eochdale's flock, in good John Kershaw's care, 

Had heart-felt union with the following prayer; — 

" that mg soul could love and praise him more, 

His beauties trace, his majestg adore** 

Ajid Accrington has her desire express'd. 

With him to enter into Jesu's rest ; 

" Live near his heart, upon his bosom lean, 

Obeg his voice, and all his will esteem.** 

And London Churches have not yet forgot 

(Or if they have, I think the Jews have not) 

The Man who touch'd salvation's joyous springs, 

Sow*d in the Spirit, reap'd your carnal things.* 

But now no more you'll hear his welcome voice 

Describe the feelings of the Saviour^ s choice. 

He speaks no more on earth; 'tis God's behest 

To take his servant to eternal rest. 



• Daring the great depression of trade in 1826, Mr. Gadsby was 
at London, a^ mentioned the state of the starving poor, when im- 
mense qoantiUes of old clothes were given to him for them. 
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One moment here he sore in anguish lies ; 
The next, he's free with Jesus in the skies, 
In endless bliss, a Three-One God to prize. 
We mourn his loss ; but more the aged poor, 
Who found an easy access to his door : 
They shar'd his bounty, from his table fed. 
And oft from him received their daily bread. 
And pining sickness, on a bed of grief, 
Unask'd, obtain'd, but ne'er refus'd relief. 
Yet slander tried to feast her lie-fed maw. 
And in his conduct listen 'd for a flaw : — 
" He speaks for lucre." Hell disowns the lie. 
And man (base wretch) acknowledges, " 'Tis I.' 
"He's hoarded thousands." thou slanderous tongue! 
Black is the heart from whence those lies have sprung. 
Where are his hoards of wealth P Say where. 
Go ask the needy, and you'll find them there. 
Low in his own esteem he wish'd to be ; 
" Less than nothing ;" lighter than vanity. 
Whate'er of Jesus in his life you trace. 
He lived and died a debtor to Jree grace. 
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*•* The couplets in italics form a sweet hymn composed by 

Mr. Gadsby. 
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Okb summer's mom, when nature smil'd. 

Beneath a pleasant sky, 
A wasp forsook the flowery field. 

In foreign states to pry. 

O'er hill and dale it took its flight ; 

Forsook the meadows green, 
And as they vanished out of sight, 

A busy town was seen. 

• 

The works of art were scarce admit'd ; 

Nor buildings great nor small ; 
For though to fame some had aspir'd, 

Wasp soar'd above them all. 

Still roving on where fancy led. 

It flew into a room. 
Where hung a crafty spider's web. 

Missed by the servant's broom. 

A prelate in an elbow ol^ir, 

Sat musing on his text ; 
Whose object was, to teach the way 

From this world to the next. 
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The little insect flutter'd roimd 
The reverend prelate's head ; 

Then prying in each comer, found 
The spider's silky web. 

Twas wove so neat, and so exact. 
Lines round, and parallel ; 

And yet to make it more compact. 
Was built a little cell. 

In which the owner, unperceiv'd. 
Lay waiting for his prey. 

That, by his wily arts deceived. 
Were on it led to stray. 

For softness it excell'd the rose, 
But yielded no such sweet 

Eor those who on it set their toes. 
Rarely, if e'er, retreat. 

A truth the foolish wasp found out ; 

Scarcely one foot it set. 
Nor had it time to pull it out. 

E'er all were in a net. 

Wasp struggled hard for liberty ; 

Hard struggling was in vain: 
Fast as it strove itself to free. 

And faster was its chain. 
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When coming from the little cell, 
The spider black was spied ; 

Wasp, raising loud its little voice, 
In plaintive accents cried. 

Its cries for aid more louder grew, 
Which reached the Prelate's ear 

Aud as he from his study drew, 
The cause did soon appear. 

The little traveller met his view. 

In sad and doleful plight. 
More chains the subtle spider drew. 

And made its bonds more tight. 

But no relief the preacher gave, 
His views soon grew wider, 

Himself, soon in the wasp he saw, 
And Satan, in the Spider. 

Like thee, says he, I oft have strayed, 
When sin has promised fair, 

And oft, by Satan's wiles betrayed 
Before I was aware. 

Thy folly, it points out my own, 
Forbidden paths, I've trod. 

By Satan's snares, I've been allured. 
And left a gracious God. 



* . , ■ . . 
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The web, which first so pretty seetned. 

To draw the foolish in. 
In maarks, too deep to be erased. 

Set forth the paths of sin. 

llie Spider, Satan's eraft makes known. 
Who always keeps concealed, 

Nor is it till we're in his power. 
His ngly form's revealed. 

In similes like these he dwelt. 

Nor lent a helping hand. 
To aid the Wasp against a foe 

Which it could not withstands. 

So helpless, weak, and fall of pain. 

It fell beneath its foe, 
A lesson this, for yon and me, 

When in the world we go. 

For Satan's snares will trap onr feet, 
Whene'er we leave the Lord, 

And if to man for help we seek, 
Man will not help afPord* 
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LINES COMPOElED ON THE LAMENTABLE AND TBIUMPHANT 

COF BLSWOaTH), 

WHO DIED ON THE 19th MARCH, 1851. 



Daring the painftil illness of Mr. Thomas Webb, of Els- 
worth, previous to his death, -which took place on March 19th 
1851— the sweet portions of Scripture alluded to in the follow- 
ing lines on his death, were applied to his soul with comforting 
power, on Tarious occasions. When speaking upon the 18th 
verse of the first chapter of Isaiah, he remarked, " The conde- 
scension of the dear Redeemer was matchless, in bringing such 
a vile sinner as me into his presence, by il blessed faith to hold 
communion with himself. It is as though he handed me a 
chair, with sweet familiarity, saying, * Come sit by my side, 
and let us reason together. Though thy sins be as scarlet, they 
shaU be white as snow, though red like crimson, they shall be 
as wool.' •* 

Mrs. Parsons was present, and witnessed the solemn scene, 
with eyes bathed in tears, and a heart dissolved in thankful- 
ness. During one of mv manv visits, in his affliction, when 
spealdng of Immanuel, he said, " more precious than ever." 
On another occasion, he said, "Yea more than conqueror." 
His temptations were great, his trials, fiery, but * out of them 
all,' be could sing, "The Lord Mould deliver." I witnessed 
his departure out of this vale of woe— 

A sob suppressed— again 
That short, deep gasp, and then 
Beyond the staaj^ ^^\p 



Worm I am, by fallen nature. 
Lost, is every holy feature. 
Yet Jehovah draws me near him, 
And has bid me not to fear him. 
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'Tis his voice, "come let us reason — 
Though thy sins shew forth thy treason. 
My blood shall wash them white as wool, 
ReceiTe from me thy pardon fall.' 
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Freed from guilt, what can confound me, 
Bighteousness, is wrapped around me ; 
I am more than conqueror, through 
The Lamb of God, my king in view. 

The Pearl is mine, the promise right, 
•• At evening time it shall be light ; " 
With my soul, tis glorious noon, 
" Clear as the sun, fair as the moon." 

With sharp thorns crown*d when crucified, 
" 'Tis finished," Jesus said, and died. 
Now, God the Spirit seals the whole. 
As finished for, and in my soul. 
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Who sings thee well, should know thee well, 

And mark thy private wajs» 
The robbed, the murdered, unfledged young 

Will never give thee praise. 

To me, thou art a cruel bird, 

Nor can thy Cuckoo note 
Hide from mine eyes the tyrant deeds, 

Of thy voracious throat. 

'* Hast thou a star? thou needest none. 
The Vulture has a wing, 
A Poland, or a Mexico, 
Can soon a tyrant bring. 

"Thou bringest tidings good," why then 

Thou comest not in time. 
The busy Bee announces spring. 

With richer note than thine. 

" The school-boy starts, thy voice to hear," 

(A bird-nester, no doubt.) 
Pilates and Herods oft agree 

To cast the righteous out. 
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" The woods thy welcome sing," Oh fye. 

From its own mother torn, 
The naked nestling, bleeding, dies, 

Impaled upon the thorn. 

Thou knowest no maternal tie. 

No love of offspring sweet, 
Thy lewd embrace is not above, 

The strumpet of the street. 

Why builds the little bird for thee ? 

Are not thy limbs as strong ? 
Why lays the homebird eggs for thee P 

Thou messenger of wrong. 

Thou idle bird that lov'st the spring. 

But shuns the harvest toil, 
Thou breakest not the winter's clod. 

Nor broadcastest the soil. 

Sweet bird I'whoe'er compares thee with, 

The sweeet ones of my vale. 
And calls thee sweet, would say it croaks. 

When sings the nightingale. 
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'* Thou hast no sorrow in thy song ; f 
The cruel say the same. 
Nero could sing while martyrs hung 
Expiring in the flame. 
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Mankind befooled is cackoo'd oft, 

And will call evil good ; 
Thou art, with all thy flattered fame^ 

An Herod of the wood. 

Thy foster mother moved with fear. 

At manners so uncouth, 
WiU oft withdraw the food when near 

Thy huge volcanic mouthy 

I do not wish to slander thee, 

But those who know thee tell, 
Lest, dead through hunger thou shouldst be, 

Thou'st swallowed her as well. 

Thy blood is Norman, Pharoah stain'd. 

Marked with oppression's ban; 
Oh, that the last black drop were drain'd 

From every cuckoo man. 

Cuckoos there ar& in human form. 
Whose hands no blessing bring— 

Deprav'd in act, debas'd in mind, 
Yile, useless, sounding things. 

The swallow's home my eave shall bd. 

The linnet's food my crumb. 
But tyrants hav& no friend in me. 

My sympathies are dumb. 
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Who lives beneath a splendid lamp, 
More dangerous far than bog or swamp. 
To all who o'er the threshold tramp P 

The Landlord. 

Who by selling poisonous drugs, 
Aided by glasses, taps, and jugs. 
Destroys with weapons worse than slugs? 

The Landlord. 

Who hires a fiddle for a bait, 

To win the girl from virtue's state. 

And give his maid the harlot's fate ? 

The Landlord. 

Who by selling short of measure. 

And by double chalk so clever. 

Adds unto his illgot treasure ? 

The Landlord. 

Who when workmen have a supper, 

Puts in mustard lots of pepper, 

To make them dry and drink the better ? 

The Landlord. 
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Who on an economic plan, 

When spirits come by merchant's man. 

With quarts of water rinses th' can ? 

The Landlord. 

Who, by his draught-boards, cards, and dice. 
Pollutes our land with gambling vice. 
Like sinful Egypt was with lice? 

The Landlord. 



» 
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Who wiU,^ when women, for a " whift 
Of gin, have pawned their only " shift,' 
Upon the ticket give a " lift P " 

The Landlord. 

Who, while the sot is sunk in care. 

And sad at water gruel stares, 

On rich roast beef and pudding fares P 

The Landlord. 



Ye strong drink lovers, be not ** gulled,** 

Nor have your lobster noses pulled 

By him that makes you all thick-skulled. 

The Landlord. 



Leave your glasses — change your sphere ; 
Wife and children, God revere ; 
Join our ranks, and ne'er go near 

The Landlord. 
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No neat snug cottage doth the sot possess, 
(The labourer's comfort and his honest pride,) 
The drunkard's home's a pig-sty, nothing less. 
Where want, and stench, and filthiness preside. 

Nor is his person better than his place, 
(My pen is faltering, for I blush to tell). 
His nose a moderate lobster dish would grace ; 
His eyes, like black balls market women sell 

His mouth's an entrance to a swilling tub. 
Whence oft' arise fumes that infect; the air ; 
His sallow cheek, a prey to many a grub. 
While lice, unsought for, revel in his hair. 

His clothes are drank, all but one garment pawn'd ; 
Madman, forbear ! nor let thy trousers go ; 
AU thoughts of decency, alas ! are scorned; 
Sin, without strong drink, would not strip thee so . 

His last hour comes : a heap of straw his bed : 
Watch his lean hands still clutch the glass of gin : 
No tear, no prayer, no spirit upward led j 
He dies in love with his soul-damning sin. 
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Shall we blame God, who shuts the gates of heaven 
On him, for whom the landlord has no room P 
Oft' have I seen him from the alehouse driven. 
To lie in sludge, beneath a winter's moon. 

Drunkards, repent ! alas ! my voice is vain : 
To you alone God can repentance give : 
Tour end is surely everlasting pain, 
Unless, in mercy, God should bid you live. 
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